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You awake...” whispered Dave as he dropped onto the king sized bed of his and David's shared suit, watching 
more than a little high as the sheets stirred and the sleeping form next to him turned to look at him. 


Those big chocolate brown eyes of his friend's looked tired and worn, bloodshot around the corners and his 
hair was a tangled mass of sandy brown and honey blonde. Dave would have felt bad for raising him, had he 
been sober, but in this state he didn't care. High Dave wanted to talk, sometimes about the stupidest nonsense 
things that made no sense, to the most intricate scientific and ellaborate subjects. He half sat lazily and kicked 
his sneakers one at as time as his intoxicated state of mind made him clumsy and he tipped over to the side, 


his shoulder against David's chest. 


The smaller man could only yawn tiredly. He wasn't one to usually get annoyed or irritated by Dave's antics, 
especially since he could be just as bad himself. The redhead knew that was his safe card as he sloppily 
shifted, dragging up the besheets from the mattress while being fully dressed, propping his chin against 


David's collarbone and studying his facial features, his pupils tiny black dots engulfed by hazel. 
‘What do you want.. a drowsy, deep and slightly hoarse voice asked. 


Dave watched David reach up to ruffle his hair and push some strands of his fringe out of his face. He could 
only grin, even when the younger man was out of it like this, he was the prettiest thing he'd ever seen. 
Prettier than any woman he'd ever laid eyes upon, and he couldn't help but contemplate that. Had he been 
sober and clean, he never would have dared think these thoughts but now he did. He gave a small chuckle, 


uncharacteristic for him. 


‘| wanna talk, |.. | was just thinkin’ ‘bout somethin’, you and me..' the singer tried to explain, clearly in one of his 


more thoughtful phases. 


He watched David's eyebrows frown just a bit, nose slightly scrunched up and clearly showing off the puzzled 
expression. Dave loved when he got his best friend like this, as David was normally highly intelligent and quick 
to catch on. But high Dave was unpredictable and took more effort to read. 


‘Go on, then, man. | know you ain't gonna wanna sleep until you've told me what's on your mind, the bassist 
stated matter of factly, his expression softening as Dave admired those dark lashes framing his doe eyes. 


Ill only tell you if you pet me, the redhead winked and stuck his tongue out, the invitation not meant to be 
serious but he couldn't help but relax his body and purred when a firm, callused hand went into his wild mane 


of strawberry blonde curls, making him purr pleasantly. 
‘ls that better?” David asked, a small smile playing on his lips that Dave was well aware of. 


It was always interesting to see how these drugs while sometimes making him entirely lose perceptions, would 
make him notice things he wouldn't even think about. Coke more so than heroine, but either would let him 
catch the small things. Like the slight wetness of David's lips, or the hint of a gleam in his eyes even in the 


scarce light of the moon seeping through the window. Dave could simply nod as a response. 
‘Uh huh, feels nice, Junior.. 


Dave snuggled closer to his friend, his forehead rested firmly against the other man's cheek, enjoying the 
physical and intimate closure cuddling would allow. The closure he so often turned down when with groupies or 
fans, or even women he had feelings for. But with David it was always different, he was so gentle and smooth 
despite being a man. Letting out a soft exhale, he pressed his lips to the younger man's neck and listened as a 
small gasp escaped into the dark. 


‘Dave, what's going on?” David asked, but Dave didn't reply to the question, not right away. 


Instead, he kept full plump lips against the tender skin of the bassist's pulsepoint, revelling the the feel of the 


closure, as one arm possesively went across the smaller man's chest slim frame, a big hand groping a tanned 
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shoulder. 


‘| told you, I've been thinking, and | suddenly thought ‘bout how, you know, we only die once, right? said a 


suddenly serious Dave, his voice direct. 
Y 


Unable to see his companion's face any longer, the redhead assumed he was giving him some good food for 
thought. Even in this state, he knew that the gears were definitely turning inside that pretty little head. 
Shifting just a bit, the older man slid half on top of David, one leg over the other's. 


‘Yeah? So why would you think about that? We're both young, the once naive, but now matured young man 
simply said. 


‘| dunno, | guess things just got me thinking.. | mean, | just started thinking about Cliff, and how.. we'll never 


know when time's up, you know?" 


Dave's voice was lower now, as the seriousness of the subject at hand was beginning to strike him. He could 
feel David tense beneath him, the smaller man's muscles taut and Dave pffered his best comfort by gently 
rubbing the shoulder he was clutching. It helped, in a sense. 


‘| get what you mean, but that's just life, Dave, | know you really liked Cliff, but you can't get hung up on 
that.. | mean, it's gonna happen to us as well one day; David tried to rationalize it without sounding cold, Dave 


knew that tone, it was the tone that hade came to David's voice once he realized how the world really was. 


The redhead gave a small nod, pressing his lips against that soft skin again, his nose burried in long strands of 
hair. He inhaled the other's musky, masculine scentbut it had a sweet tang too, and a sort of fresh one. He 
smelled good, Dave decided. 


‘That's why, man, | mean.. what if it happens just like that, and.. and one of us is gone? No warning, just - 
bam, Dave mumbled softly, his heart suddenly feeling heavy and there was something lodged in his throat, like 


a lump. 


He swallowed hard, not understanding where that had come from. Of course, Dave wasn't a cold man and he 
was easily stirred to tears when pushed past his limit, but this was ridiculous even by his standards. At least 
that's how he felt, forcing himself to caim down. There was just something heartbreaking about the thought of 


losing David, or maybe leaving him alone behind. 


‘Its not gonna happen, don't worry, you think too much; a gentle voice softly said, that hand still going through 
his hair, fingers tangling in firey cork screw locks. 


‘Yeah, but, it's like.. | need you, you know? | need you, | don't care how or why, it's just.. you get me, right? 
the singer tried to express himself. 


‘Yeah | do,' was the response he recieved, not a long reply but the emotion behind it said more than enough, 


more than was necessary. 


Dave let his arm work itself beneath the covers and around the younger's waist, the body heat and warmth 


of the sheets soothing his slightly freezing body. He always got a bit cold when the high began to wear off. 


‘Why'd you bring that up? the bassist asked after what seemed like an eternity of them resting together, 


Dave feeling David's chest rise and fall as he breathed in and out. 


He shifted his head so he could see the other man's face again, locks of orange cascading over his shoulders. 
Now that tender hand was massaging the redhead's scalp, fingertips kneading the sensitive skin and it made the 
taller man feel a tiny pang of arousal stab his groin. He stared straight into David's dark eyes, made sure their 
eye contact lasted and the redhead was sure that if there was the tiniest trace of wetness in his own eyes, 


the bassist would catch it. 
“Cause.. if we only die once, | wanna die with you, he murmured, hoping that wasn't the wrong thing to say. 


Watching as those eyes went wide in surprise, Dave offered his trademark half sneer for the first time that 
right. He could see that those words had gone straight to David's heart, watching as a gentle flush rose in the 
smaller man's cheeks. Without hesitation, the redhead took the opportunity to do something unexpected and 
scooted up to press his lips gently against his friend's. Not that friends had ever been the right term to use 
to describe their relationship. 


They were a little bit of all. Brothers. Lovers. Friends. Companions. Letting his eyes fall shut, the singer melted 
into the other man, their lips always having felt like they were made for each other as they molded and 
became one unit. Feeling David yield to him, Dave couldn't help himself. He wasn't usually an emotional spirit, 
more of a tactless bastard. But something about the smaller man made his heart leap for joy and pound wildly, 
despite who else might be or not be in his life at the time. 


Breaking the gentle kiss, Dave gave off a cheeky smirk, watching the shy and innocent puppy dog look that the 


taller man knew was fake creep onto the younger's face. No other words were needed. 


